THE         NOBLEMAN

Speak," said Julia, " and be honeSter than I

was."

" Thirty-five years."

" Thirty-five years! And you aspire to my
daughter's hand! Go, mademoiselle; go and
weep for your shame, and do not venture to appear
again before me. And you, sir, never let yourself
be seen here again! Get at once out of my sight,"
he continued to Julia, who Still knelt, weeping,
beside him. " I could not have believed that you
would have forgotten your birth to this degree.
You little deserve to be what you are! "

" Undoubtedly," said Vakmcourt, as he assisted
Julia to rise, " Undoubtedly she did not deserve a
father like you."

He would have said more had a look from Julia
not silenced him. While she took, Still weeping,
the road to the caStle, her lover withdrew, cursing
all the nobility and his own ill-fortune.

As for the Baron, outraged, insulted, and so
overcome that he could not walk, he seated himself
on the same bench where, a few minutes previously,
Julia had been lost in peaceful reverie. He caused
a man, who was working in the garden, to summon
his housekeeper and, having told her the Story in a
few words, instructed her to see that Julia did not
leave her room or receive news of her lover. This
housekeeper was, herself, one of the antiquities of
the caSlle, and as, ever since her distant childhood,
she had heard and seen nothing but the folly of
her masters, she had almost as lively a sense of
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